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Backstage with Esqjjire 


































































The Perfect Frozen Asset. 



IMPORTED 





































POSITIVELY DELICIOUS 
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f Positively irresistible. ^ Offer good while supplies last. 
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King of the 
White Blues 











\ears from now, everyone will offer 
this much side-impact protection. 

























Whatever Happened to 
New American Cuisine? 
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“King George IV was up here, 
hack in 1822 . 

He would drink nothing but The Glenlivet:” 



























I’m no diet. 
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THE LAST 
REVELATION 
FROM 

mco 

Everybody—David Koresh, the ATF, the FBI, and the media— 

































What 

We Think About When 

We Think About 

Models 


By Philip Weiss 
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The ten basic model poses and what they mean: A Guide for the Amateur Fashion-Mag Semiotician 






























NO, MISTER PRESIDENT, 

I’M BRIT, HE’S WOLF 


careened 3 'off a^hi^v^y'tilou' 











A NEAR-LYNCHING CAN LEAVE LIFELONG ROPE BURNS. CLINTON CANNOT FORGET 

THAT HIS “FRIENDS” IN THE MEDIA HELPED PUT A NOOSE AROUND HIS NECK OVER GENNIFER FLOWERS. 

















Who & But Young, 
Carrottop Guy with the 
Weird Name 1 

Conan 

O’Brien 

of David Letterman’s 
Late Night replacement, 
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Forget Vodka With ATwist. Try Some Twisted Vodka. 
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'm Lying the Glades By 

By Peter Jayne Anne By I By Comae I 

Matthiessen Phillips Richard Ford McCarthy 




































































I was chased by A police car on the highway outside 
Boston. I was drunk, speeding, doing a real Joan Kennedy, 
apparently, and when I saw the damned cop car I knew I’d 
really had it because there were already three speeding tick¬ 
ets that year, and the fourth was going to mean my license 
got yanked. So I decided to make a run for it, turning off the 
headlights as I took the exit into some godforsaken place like 
Methuen or Amesbury, or one of those godforsaken places full 
of those people who honk like geese instead of talking—just 
filling stations and doughnut places and anonymity, with the big 
thrill being a trek into Beantown to look at the seals applauding 
for the crowd, or whatever they do once they’ve been captured 
in the aquarium, and maybe eat something in the Italian section. 
A big day of sharks and cannoli. Really godforsaken places. I 
was going eighty, maybe ninety tops, and as I killed the headlights 



IT’S NOT THAT I’M LYING BY ANN BEATTIE 









































SPECK IN THE GLADES BY PETER MATTHIESSEN 


























































































































r n N haddam, summer floats over tree-softened 
I streets like a sweet lotion balm from a careless, languorous 
I god, and the world falls in tune with its own mysterious 
I anthems, i Outside on peaceful Jefferson Street I hear the 
m footfalls of a jogger slipping down the hill toward Taft Lane 
and the Choir College to run a ways in the damp grass. I hear 
a car door close across the street and the soft voice of Skip 
McPherson, returning from his summer hockey league in East 













































































O N A winter’s night in that first year he woke to hear 
wolves in the low hills to the west of the house and he knew that 
they would he coming out onto the plain in the new snow to run 
the antelope in the moonlight. He pulled his breeches off the foot¬ 
board of the bed and got his shirt and his blanketlined ducking- 
coat and got his boots from under the bed and went out to the kitchen and 
dressed in the dark by the faint warmth of the stove and held the boots to the 
windowlight to pair them left and right and pulled them on and rose and 
went to the kitchen door and stepped out and closed the door behind him. 


THE WOLF TRAPPER BY COR MAC MCCARTHY 

















































































AMERICAN FICTION SUMMER ’93 







































































THE WOLF TRAPPER BY GORMAG MCCARTHY 






























































































With a starring role in 
Steven Spielberg’s Jurassic Park, 
the Velociraptor has clawed 
his way to the top 

The First 

Action 

Hero 
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Tabasco* brings ou-H-he unexpec-fed in-food. 
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